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1 “TO THE JEDGMINT DAY.™
en things went wrong, grandfather—
he'd say:
Piwall, the world rolls on to the Jedgmint

¢ what should we sigh fer—an’ why
i should we mﬂ!_ .

whare!

"wllh the winter, an' dream o' the
ny:

world rolis on to the Jedgmint Day!™
things went wrong, an' we knelt in
i

dust
Mo thank the Lord fer the poorest crust,
lAn' the cld-time friends that we thought
we knowed
left us friendless along ie's road,
t was always nothin' but this to say:
PThe world rolls on to the Jedgmint
Day!"

Bo we stified the sigh, an' tried fer the

rong.
Knowin' God made the right. an' would
reckon the wrong:
bn‘ lrlnl:'hle seemed lighter, an' even the
night
a4 stars never dreamed of to make it
bright.
¢ can bear, we can suffer along the
world's way,
Fer “The world rolls on to the Jedgmint
1 Day!"* d
p=F. L. Stanton, In Atlanta Constitution.
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1 OME up to No. 54, Ellis street,”

James had written to me, “or
kvire us by what train to expect you,
and we will meet you”

James and Clara were settled at
last, and 1 was expected to look

em up. S0 in due time .1 got out of

¢ train, nnd looked round vainly for
ames. How like the indifference of
brother that was! Trust a brother
or failing to meet you. For a minute

r two I thought of going to an hotel,
nd giving him the slip altogether.
t would serve him right,

I flung my bag into an open cab,
nd flung myself after it.

i “No, 54 Ellis street,”" I sald sulkily
Ro the driver. And in a moment the
pab was jolting over the wretched
pobble-stones,

The rain was falling hard when
tl‘:u wheels finally grated against the

rbstone, and the driver opened the
Boor for me, and announced:
| “Here you are, sir—No. 541"

I saw the figures painted on' the
Hloor, so 1 paid the driver, let him
go, and rang the bell.

After a while I rang the bell again,
ud yet again, with no result. Then
t occurred to me how strange it was

at there was no light in the house,
when they must have been expecting

e, too,

Another turn at the bell, This
me there was some response. A

proman, evidently a servant, came
hlong the garden at the side of the
pdjoining house, and sald:

“There ain't nobody at home.
hey've gone to the opery. And it's
he servant’s night out.,”

: Then she went boek.

The rain was pouring. Judging
ti{ the distance I had come, I must

» wiles from an  hotel. T must
moke o run for some shelter part
i the house, and try to get into o
Brier plice,
| My run brought me 1o a little ve-
randa st the side of the house, and

Rhiere was another door,

I was selzed with an iospiration. 1
Rook my home latchery out of my
Eovkt-', and tried it in the lock, It

ted!
| 1 opened the door and walked in,
nd sat my bag down with a sigh of
welief.

“Abhn! Jomes, my hoy, you might
bove known your brother better than

try to lock him out!" I said glee-

ully to mysell. And then I struck
match which the wind blew out.

After I had spent several minutes

riking more matehes. I finally lit a

1l Jamp, and at the same moment

t fire to the shade. I extinguished

e fire by putting the shade on the

oor and stamping on it repeatedly,

en I Jeft it where it had fallen, It

uld teach Claran a lesson, for a

at frilled affair on & lamp is al

ys exceedingly dangerous.

The high-pitched barking of a dog
began to annoy me, and I went in
Bearch of it, lighting another lamp or

o on {He wany. 1 passed through

¢ hall, and into a bedroom on the

ther side, and there was the dog,
wretched little pug.
Elnlnwe always been a man of ex-

dients. T chased the pug into a cup-
ril, und, after a brief, violent gym-
stic exercise, succeeded in turning
I waste-basket over the little beast,
nd then welghted the basket down
ith a lnrge lump of coal,
1 shut the barking and howling lit-
e brute in the eupboard.
~There was a neat little dressing-
\room adjoining. I peeped into it, and
Tound several suits of James' clothes
4 Lalong the wall. For the
st time I remembered that my own
rclothes were damp, and I hastened
hﬂ o “just what James would have

before me. I dashed through a door
in front of me, locked It, and found
myself in another bedroom, and there
I was in & cul-de-sac. The only door
of exit led into the hall. 1 paused,
and listened in agony.

“Oh, my poor darling little Fido!"
nereamed the feminine voice, as the
dog was discovered, “What an awful
eruel monster he must have been!"

“Well, at least, Lillian, he didn't
hurt the dog,” suid another feminine
volee, with a ripple of laughter in
it. “I think he deserves a good deal
of symputhy for that, don't you,
win2"

1 heard referenes to the police, and
the jingling of an excited telephone
bell, followed by calls for three or
four men to be sent up from the sta-
tion,

In that single moment I spent &
whole long night locked up with the
“drunks and disorderlies,” and plo-
tured James coming down in the
morning and ealling me n fool, while
ho a making arrangements for my
e

r! I would die first! And I
clutched at the collar of Will's suit,
and beat my brow with my fiat, and
groaned,

I heard the proccssion come along
the hall, and T knew what awnited
them in the dining-room. I opened
the door the merest crack, and peeped
out, The hall was clear. Now was
my time,

With my best run I sped along the
hall, and to the room into which I had
first broken.

It was done. 1 was inside, and the
door was shut behind me. And then
I fell up against the door and gasped.
I had missed the direction! There
was only one other way in which I
could make n confounded fool of my-
self that night, and now I had done
that, 'This was not the drawing-room
at all, but a snowy bedroom, with a
young lady standing in the middle of
it, looking aftrighted at me!

Bho continued to look at me for
some time, After s while she said:

“Is there anything more you would
like to have? If you can think of
anything, please don't hesitate to ask
for it; but be quick, for the police
will be here soon.”

“I do beg you to believe that this
is all an unfortunate mistake,” I said.
“Will you believe me, on my honor
ns o gentleman, when I tell you that
I will explain it all some day, and
that, if you will help me to escape
from this painful predicament, you
will be glad when you know the
truth?"

We heard Will and his wife in lond
discussion of the coolness of the
burglar, while Will's wife eried hys-
terieally:

“Where Is Belle? I do wish she
wonld stay with us! We are all going
to be murdered before the police get
here!™ |

The young Indy pushed past me, and
opened the door a little,

“Don’t worry about me Lillian,™
she called brightly, *I don't eare to
see the police, so I shall shut myself
in"

Then she eloged and locked the
door, and torned to me again,

“I have almost told a le for you,"
she whispered colidly. “Worse than
that, I am going to help you out of
my window, Onece outside, you will
have to take your chance."

I bowed my thonks, and was moving
townrds the window, when I remem-
bered the bag and all it contained to
identify me with the wearer of Will's
suit. I told her about it and ghe
smiled, and slipped out of the room
by another door. Presently she came
with the bag, and there was n gleam
in her eyes as I profusely thanked her
onee more.

“We are under many obligations to
you for not having set fire to the
house,” she sald demurely.

We heard the heavy feet of the offi-
cers at the door, and their ring at
the bell, and then the young Iady
softly raised the window,

I sprang lightly to the ground. Her
hand was lylng on the window-slll,
and I leaned over and kissed it

The window closed with emphasis,

I walked, bag in hand, to the pave-
ment, and then I started up the
street, At the further end of it I
plunged into the arms of » man who
was coming out of a cottage,

“Hang it! What are you racing
about the streets like that for?" he
roared. Then he flung himself at me,
and almost shook my arm off, shout-
ing, with a grin of delight: “Dave,
Yyou young rascal, where have you
been "

b § dlioppld my bag, and sat down
L

“Je " 1 sald sternly, “where d

you Ilw:'" . o

“Why, here, at No. 34!" e said

bocheerily. have you been all
this time? We went to station

“Great Scott! Davé,” he replied,
there it In as plain as a pikestaff—3
and 4. Can anything be plainer than
that "

- “Apnd who lves at 847" I asked in

L |
x: that William Thompson; par-
tionlar friend of mine; fel-
low, too, and has a nice family. And,
by the way, I was telling them about
you this morning. They've read your
stories, and are anxious to meet you.
But why,"

“James," I sald bitterly, T wish
you'd go to school and learn to write
plainly.”

The next time I entered the Thomp-
son house I went in by the front door,
and James and Clara were with me,
I had returned Mr, Thompson's suit
in an anonymous package, and had n
vague hope that this was the end of
it, and perhapa the young lady would
not recognize me, as the light had
been dim in the room. 1 had betrayed
no secrets to James; far from it,

The lovely face of Miss Belle
Thompson gave no sign of recogni-
tion. This was better than I expected,
A warm glow went over me af I
thought of it. Perhaps they would
never know, after all.

But when I asked Miss Delle to sing,
and followed her to the piano, my
eyes fell upon a curious object hung
up in a little nook. Jt wos s balf-
burned lamp-shade!

She was looking at me, and her eyes
were brimming with lnughter,

“That is a relie,” she said. “We
keep it to remind us of a terrible man
who invaded our house—"

She was turning over the musie,
and I was between her and the group
nt the other end of the room,

“And you told the terrible man,”
I retorted, “to ask for anything in
the house he might want, if he hadn't
already taken it. Well, there is some-
thing in the house the terrible man
wants, and some of these days he is
coming back to ask for it."”

“And what can it be? How I
hope it is Fido!" replied Miss Belle
Thompson.

- - L] - L ] -

Will and Jamen have behaved well,
all things considered; though when
cither of them breaks into Homeric
laughter when there is nothing to
laugh nt I know what he is thinking
of. As for Miss Thompson, she ksow
ns well as she knows now that it was
not Fido 1 was going to ask for.—
London Answers.

WANTED THEIR PHOTOGRAPHS

Tender But Tantalizing Farewsll of
a Cornell Undergraduate to
the Facalty.

Cornell university has its fair quota
of harum-scarum youths, who, after
pyrotechnie careers, suddenly disap-
pear from the university's ken. A
wasteful genius was recently haled
before the facullty to answer charges
of such violent fractures of discipline
that even in his mout optimistic mo-
ments he had not hoped to explain
or disprove them satisfactorily, says
the New York Tribune, However, he
faced the music and even stood with
n copsiderable degree of composure
while proof after proof if misconduct
wig presented, Finally when the evie
dence was all in and the hush fell
on the nssembly that precedes sens
tence, the prodigal raised his downe
cast eyes, and, in a voice full of emo-
tion, said:

“I have only one lnst reguest to
make,"

“And what is that?" nsked the pre-
siding officer.

“That you will give me your pro-
tographs to remember you by."

With this parting shot he dodged
out of the door, which he had taken
puins to stand near. The professors
lay back in their chairs and lnughed
long und loud. Then they took the
vote that severed the offivial connee-
tion between themselves and their
tender young friend.

Mileas Scremggine’ First Efort.

Miles Scroggins was more than 50
years old, noted for his droll wit and
funny sayings, but had never attempt-
ed to make & speech. All the mem-
bers of the club believed he could
speak if he would try, and frequently
attempted to have him make the af-
fort.

It was finally determined to compfl
him to speak, So, upon the nssombling
of the club, he was called upon and,
declining to comply, the boys grabbed
him and foreibly placed him upon a
table, amidst the cheers of the crowd.
To the astonishment of all he mani.
fested grent embarrassment. The
eérowd continued to yell, and final
ly he broke forth as follows:

“Lodies and Gentlemen: Oh, I beg
your pardon, there are no ladies pres-
ent, and d—d few gentlemen, it
m,..u

After this sally the curiosity of the
erowd wns satisfled, and no further
effort was made to have Serogygloa
make a speech.—Buffalo Courier.

Hpeol af Prof ' Wit

Dr. Varnadoe, a noted professor of
QOreek, is very fond of flowers, and,
some dayn ago, on returning from his

A HAVEN OF REFUGE.

Heaven Affords Comiort and Pro-
tection to the Trusting.

Dr. Talmage Draws a Sermop from
the Famillar Ilustration from
the Barayard—Simple Teach-
ings of Christ,

yright, uly Kiopsch, N, Y.
o e wwt:lhlama- March2 y

A familiar illustration from the
barnyard is employed in this discourse
by Dr. Talmage to show the comfort
and protection that Heaven affords to
all trusting souls. The text is Mat-
thew £3:37: “Even ns a hen gathereth
her chickens under her wings and ye
would not."”

Jerusalem was In sight as Christ
came to the crest of Mount Olivet, a
beight of 700 feet. The splendors of
the religious eapital of the whole earth
frradiated the landscape. Thereisthe
temple. Yonder is the king's palace.
Bpread out’ before his eyes are the
pomp, the wealth, the wickedness and
the coming destruction of Jerusalem,
and he bursts into tears at the
thought of the obduracy of a place
that he would gladly have saved and
apostrophizes, saying: “O, Jerusalem,
Jerusalem, how often wonld 1 have
gathered thy children together, even
as a hen gathereth her chickens under
her wings, and ye would not!”

Why did Christ select hens and chick-
ens as a simile? Next to the apposite-
ness of the comparison, I think it was
to help all public teachers in the mat-
ter of illustration to get down off
thelr stilts and use comparisons that
all ean understand. The plainest bird
on earth Is the barnyard fowl. Its
only adornments are the red comb in
its headdress and the wattles under
the throat. It has no grandeur of
genealogy. All we know is that its an-
cestors came from Indip, some of
them from a height of 4,000 feet on
both sides of the Himalayas. It has no
pretension of mest like the eagle's
oeyrie. It has no luster of plumage
like the goldfinch. Possessing annt-
omy that allows flight yet about the
last thing it wants tddo is to fly, and
in retreat uses foot almost as much
a8 wing. Musiclans have written out
in musical scale the song of lark and
robin redbreast and nightingale, and
yet the hen of my text hath nothing
that eould be taken for a song, but
only the cluck and eackle. Yet Christ
in the text uttered while looking upon
doomed Jerusalem declares that what
he wished for that city was like what
the hen does for her chickena.

Christ was thus simple in His tench-
Ings, and yet how hard it is for us who
are Sunday school instructors and ed-
ftors and preachers and reformers
and those who would gain the ears of
nudiendes to attain that Heavenly and
Divine art of simplicity! We have to
run & courss of literary disorders as
children a courseof physicaldisorders.
We come out of school and college
loaded down with Greek mythologies
and out of the theological seminary
welghed down with what the learned
fathers said, and we fiy with wings of
eagles and flamingoes and albatrosses,
and it takes a good while before we
can come down to Christ's similitudes,
the candle under the bushel, the salt
that has lost its savor, the net thrown
into the sea, the spittle on the eyn of
the blind man and the hen and chick-
ens,

There it not much poetry about this
winged creature of God mentioned in
my text, but she Ils more proaectical
and more motherly and more suggest-
ive of good things than many that fly
higher and wear brighfer colors. She
is not a prima donna of the skies nor
n strut of beauty in the alsle of the
forest. Bhe does not cut a cirele une
der the sun like the Roeky mountain
eagle, but utays nt home to look after
family affairs. She does not swoop
like the condor of the cordilleras to
transport a rabit from the valley to
the top of the crags, but just seratches
for a living.

I am In worm sympathy with the
onpretentious and old fashloned hen
becanse, like most of us, she has to
seratch for o living. Bhe knowns at the
atart what most people of good sense
are slow to learn—that the gaining of
a livelihood implies work and that
successes do not lie on the surface, but
are to be upturned by positive and con-
tinuous effort. The reason that socl-
ety and the church and the world are
8o full of failures, so full of lonfers, so
full of deadbeats is because the peo-

e are not wise enough to take the
esson which any hen would teach
them that if they would find for them-
selves and for those dependent
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plunge,

claws of allurement ready to clutch.
Now I see the peril. Now I under-
stand.the urgency. Now I see the
only safety. Would that Christ
might this day take our sons and
daughters into his shelter “as o hen
gnthereth her chickens under her
wing."

The fact is that the most of them
will never mind the shelter unless
while they are chickens. It is n sim-
ple matter of Inexorable statistics
that most of those who do not come
to Christ in youth never come at all.
What chance is there for the young
without divine protection? There
are the grogshops, there are the
gambling hells, there are the infideli-
ties and immoralities of spiritualism,
there are the bad books, there are
the impurities, there are the busi-
ness rascalities, and so pumerous are
these assailants that it is o wonder
that honesty and virtue are not lost
arts. The birds of prey, diurnal md
nocturnal, of the natural world are
ever on the alert. They are the ns-
sassing of the sky; they have varie-
ties of taste. The eagle prefers the
flesh of the living animal; the vulture
prefers the carenss; the faleon kills
with one stroke, while other stylea
of beak give prolongation of torture.

But we all need the protecting
wing. If you had known when you
entered upon manhood or woman-
hood what was ahead of you, would
you have dared to undertake life?
How much you have been through!
With most life has been a disappoint-
ment, They tell me so. They have
not attnined that which they expect-
ed to attain, They have not had the
physical and mental vigor they ex-
pected or they have met with rebuffs
which they did not anticipate. You
are not at 40 or 50 or 60 or T0 or
80 years of age where you thought
you would be. I do mot know any-
one except myself to whom life has
been a happy surprise. I mever ex-
pected anything, and so when any-
thing eame in the shape of human
favor or comfortable position or wid-
ening fleld of work it was to me a wur-
prise. I was told in the theological
seminary by some of my fellow-stu-
dents that I mever would get any-
body to hear me preach unless I
changed my style, wo that when I
found that some people did come to
hear me it was a happy surprise.
But most people, according to their
own statement, have found life a dis-
appointment. Indeed, we all need
shelter from its tempests.

The wings of my text suggest
warmth, and that is what most folks
want. The fact Is that this is a cold
world whether you take it literally or
figuratively. We have a big fireplace
ealled the sun, and it has a very hot
fire, and the stokers keep the conls well
stirred up, but much of the year we
cannot get near enough to this fire-
place to get warmed. The world's ex-
tremities are cold all the time. For-
get not that it is colder at the south
pole than at the north pole and that
the arctic s not so destruetive as the
antarctic. Onee in awhile the aretie
will let explorers come back, but the
antarctic hardly ever. When at the
south pole a ship sails in, the door of jce
is almost sure to be shut against Its
return, 8o life to many millions of
people nt the south and many milllons
of people nt the north is n prolonged
shiver. But when I say that thisisa
cold world I chiefly menn Sguratively.
If you want to know what is the mean-
Ing of the ordinary term of receiving
the “cold shoulder,” got out of money
and try to borrow. The conversation
may have been almost tropical for lux-
uriance of thought and speech, but sug-
gest your necessities and see the ther-
mometer drop to 50 degrees below zero,
and in that which till a moment before
had been n warm room. Take what in
an unpopular position on some public
question and see your friends fiy as
chaff before a windmill. As far as my-
self in concerned, I have no word of
complaint, but 1 look off day by day
nnd see communities freezing out men
and women of whom the world Is not
worthy. Now it takes after one and
now after another. 1t becomes popular
to deprecinte and defame and exocrate
and lie about some people. This is the
best world I ever got into, but it is the

them anything worth having they m
scrateh for it

One day In the country we saw
sudden consternation in the behavior
of old Dominick. Why the hen
should be so disturbed we ecould not
understand. We looked about to see
if & neighbor's dog were invading
the farm. We looked up to see if
a stormeloud were hovering. We
could see nothing on the ground that
could terrorize, and we could see
nothing in the air to ruffie the feath-
ers of the hen, but the loud, wild,
affrighted eluck which brought all her
brood at full run under her fenthers
made us look again around and above
us, when we saw that high up and far
away thers was a rapatious bird

m t world that some people ever
got into. The worst thing that ever
happened to them wans their cradle,
and the best thing that will ever hap-
pen to them will be their grave.
What people want is warmth, Many
ra ago a man was floating down on
the ice of the Merrimae, nnd great of-
forts were made to reseue him. Twice
he got hold of a plank thrown to him
and twice he slipped away from it, be-
eanse thot end of the plank was cov-
ered with lce, and he cried out: “For
God's snke, give me the wooden end
of the plank this time!" and, this
done, he was hauled te shore. The
trouble is that in our efforts to save
the sonl there is too much coldness
and ey formality, and so the imper-
fled one slipg off and floats down. Give
it the other end of the plank; warmth
of sympathy, warmth of kindly asso-
clation, warmth of genial surround-
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storm for us. What flood of angulsh
and tears that did not dash upon His
holysoul, Whatbeak of torture did not
plerce His vitals? What barking Cer-
berus of hell was not let out upon Him
from the kermela? Yes, the hen takes
the storm for the ehiekens, and Christ
takes the storm for us. Once the tem-
pest rose so suddenly the hen could
not gét with her young back from
the new ground to the barn, and there
she is nunder the fence half dead. And
now the rain turns to snow, and it is
an awful night, and in the morning
the whiteness about the gills and the
beak down in the mud show that the
mother is dead, and the young ones
come oot and cannot understand why
the mother does not seratch for them
somethiog to eat, and they walk over
her wings and eall with their tiny
voices, but ther no answering
cluck. She took the'storm for others
ond perisbed. Podrthing! BSelf-waeri-
ficing even unto death! And does it
not make you think of Him who en-
dured all for us? 8o the wings under
which we come for spiritual safoety are
blood spattered wings, are night-shad-
owed wings, are tempest-torn wings.
In the Isle of Wight I saw the grave of
Princess Elizabeth, who died while s
prisoner at Carisbrook castle, her fin-
ger on an open Bible and pointing to
the words: “Come unto Me all ye
that lnbor and are heavy Inden, and I
will give you rest."” Oh, come under
the wings.

My text has its strongest applica-
tion for people who were born In
the country, wherever you may now
live, and that is the majority of you.
You cannot hear my text withont
having all the rustic scenes of the
old farmhouse come back to you.
Good old days they were. You knew
nothing much of the world, for you
had not seen the world, By law of

latlon yon t recall the
brooding hen and her chickens with-
out seeing also the barn and the
haymow and the wagon shed and the
house and the room where you
played and the fireside with the big
backlog before which you sat and
the neighbors and the burial and the
wedding and the deep snowbanka
and hear the village bell that called
you to worahip and seeing the horses
which, after pulling you to church,
stood around the old clapboarded
meeting house and those who sat at
either end of the church pew and,
Indleed, all the scenes of your first
14 years, and you think of what you
were then and of what yon are now,
and nll these thoughts are aroused
by ~the sight of the old hencoop.
Some of you had better go back and
stnrt again. In thought return to
that place and hear the cluck and
see the outspread feathers and come
gnder the wing and make the Lord
your portion and shelter and warmth,
preparing for everything that may
eome and mso avoild being classed
among those deseribed by the clos-
ing words of my text, “as o hen gnth-
ereth her chickens under her wings,
and ye would not. Ah, that throws
the responsibility wpon us.  *“Ye
would not.” Alas for the “would
nots!”™ If the wandering broods of
the farm heed not their mother's call
and risk the hawk and dare the
freshet and expose themselvea to
the frost and storm, surely their
enlamities are mnot the mother'a
fault. “Ye wonld not!"” God would,
but how many would not?

When n good man nsked a young
woman who had abandoned her home
and who wans deploring her wretch-
edness why she did not return, the
reply was: “I dare not go home.
My father Is so provoked he would
not receive me home." “Then, sald
the Christinn man, “T will test this."
And so he wrote to the father, and
the reply came back, and In a letter
marked outalde “Immediate” and in-
side saying: “Let her come at onece;
all is forgiven.” 8o God's invitation
for you is marked “Immedinte” on
the outside, and Inside s written:
“He will abundantly pardon.” Oh,
yo wanderers from God and happl-
ness and home and Heaven, come un-
der the sheltering wing. A vessel in
the Bristol ch 1 was ing the
rookn called the Steep Holmes, Un-
der the tempest the vessc]l was une
manageable, and the only hope wan
that the tide wonld ehange before she

other look ot the sen, he shouted:
“Thank God, we are saved! The tide
han turned! One minute more and
we would have struck the rocks!™

sorrow and have been making for
mm.ﬁ-. mm&'m
' s ‘of God
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